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fronds. Now and again the play of squirrels would set the
motionless tree-tops momentarily swaying. Imprisoned among
the gashed, tormented trunks, where his dreaming mind could
find no outlet from the constricting sand, Fabien knew that
nothing would come to shatter the drowsy peace of the after-
noon save possibly the breathless sound of tocsin bells warning
of heath fires. The merciless season of late summer makes the
promise of autumn seem like a breath of deliverance. The first
shower brings respite alike to earth and human flesh. The rain
patters on the branches with a sound of happy tears. The drops,
caught in their fall and absorbed by all the sickly leaves, never
reach the sandy, burned-up surface of the earth. Westward, the
pine, tnfnks stand in black array, whipped by brief squalls born
on the bitter wind.

But in Fabien's heart it was August still, and he burned with a
passion that he did not understand.

In October Joseph was received into the Seminary at Issy-les-
MouKneauxv A little later it was Fabien's turn to depart. One
November evening, his mother, stern in her resolve not to see
him off on the Paris train, touched his forehead'with the kiss
which was her habitual talisman for the perilous passage of the
hours of darkness. So successfully did she disguise her emotion
that he dared not exhibit his own. But when at last, among the
noises of the city, she could no longer hear the sound of the fly
that was taking him from her, she let her widowed glance play
about the vacant room. The lamp shone only on an empty chair.
Octavie had already made her bed ready for the night. The
hideous curtains of deep purple that masked the windows looked
black.